1. Jack Stillinger has argued that without the prose note, the poem would never have been perceived as unfinished at all, that the very idea of its incompleteness is one that Coleridge is manipulating. See Jack Stillinger, Coleridge and Textual Instability: The Multiple Versions of the Major Poems (New York: Oxford Univ. Pr., 1994), 74. In the AuthorIS Hand poetic inspiration. The poem's unfinished state speaks more than a well-crafted whole possibly could about the very elusiveness of artistic creativity and the inadequacy of human agency.
But if the spirit of the Romantic Age was partly expressed in an inward exploration of the very sources of inspiration, it also inherited shades of that antiquarianism reflected in such earlier works as Thomas Percy's (1764) or Sir Walter Scott's similar efforts to collect and document the border ballads of his native Scot land. Percy had set out to collect widely "all sorts of ancient poetry, whether printed or manuscript," especially those "fine old historical songs, which are," in his words, "only preserved in the memories of old people." He adds, "these are in so perishable a state, that I apprehend it is nearly as much merit to retrieve them from oblivion . as to compose them at first."
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2 Indeed, one of the printed ballads Percy recovered was said to have been rescued from a Staffordshire country house just moments before it was to have been used to light the evening fire. into the autograph albums that many of us still hold in our library's collections. The literary autograph became so desirable that Rudyard Kipling discovered his checks were being kept by collectors who placed more value in his signature than in the bank draft itself. By the late nineteenth century, the vogue of collecting was so common that Henry James could make it the main narrative thread of his novel, The Aspern Papers. When collectors were not wooing the daughters of elderly matrons in pursuit of their love letters-as James's protagonist does in that novel-they were likely to be found soliciting autographs or fair copies of well-known works to add to their personal collections. Whitman's complete works, the publisher incorporated a single sheet of Whitman's manuscript in each of the thirty-two sets, thereby scattering this group of holograph drafts among far-flung libraries and collections, including copies now at Harvard, New York Public, Iowa, and my own university. Opening Emory's copy, one finds in an attractive hand "G.P. Putnams Sons" on the limitation page (an attempt, it seems, to anthropomorphize the corporation by giving it its own distinctive signature), as well as the seal and signature of one Annie B. Walters, a New York City notary public who testifies, with all the authority of her office, to the authenticity of the manuscript page 8. Ibid., 123. 9. Ibid., 68. In the AuthorIS Hand able.
to At the heart of these initiatives was the desire to stabilize and order the chaotic and otherwise disordered field of literary studies.
We The aim of these projects has been to establish authoritative texts of these and other authors, and one of the tangible contributions of the center 's work, aside from the editions themselves, has been the standardization of a set of editorial procedures that must be followed to earn the center 's seal of approval.
15 Like a latter-day Annie Walters, the center plays a certifying role in establishing our very notions of the authentic.
Even as these initiatives were expanding in the late 1960s, two challenges to the center 's practices of textual scholarship emerged. Such trends in academic scholarship, though they may shift the focus of our attention, do not in the end diminish their research value.
See Statement of Editorial Principles and Procedures
The broad shifts I am describing (and I should acknowledge that those I have chosen are highly selective) have been neither linear nor progres sive. We mislead ourselves if we perceive the movement of intellectual history as a straight progression from naive simplicity to evermore advanced sophistication. Accommodated between the opening of the twentieth century and its close, between the autograph album and the archive, are a wide range of scholarly practices that continue to serve our intellectual curiosity and, on another level, continue to gratify.
The author may indeed be dead, as current interpretive practices remind us, but those of us who work in literary archives have, frankly, long grown accustomed to the fact. I do not mean to be glib, but the author is dead in a far more profound way than our poststructuralist minds have been able to fathom. The one person we most want to find in the archive is, after all, the one person we can be sure we will not find, but look we must for some transubstantiation of pen and paper that may yet fill that unfillable space.
On some level, what compels our collecting of literary manuscripts has little to do with the artist's personality, skill, or genius, or even the intricacies of textual production that McGann describes. What compels us, I believe, is fundamentally mystery, the very thing that Coleridge could not summon again.
As the fame of the poet and novelist James Dickey grew in the late 1960s and early 1970s-and with it, his own ambition to produce more and greater work-he sought ways to stop the slippage that Coleridge chronicled in "Kubla Khan." Visitors at the time noted how he filled his home with typewriters, each of which held the latest sheet of a sepa rate work in progress. When he suddenly saw his way forward in a particular manuscript, he could turn to that particular typewriter and begin where he had left off without any delay whatsoever.
Dickey was convinced that if he could only capture the flow of creative thoughts that came to him in the course of a day, he could produce more and better work. In the late 1970s, he adopted another strategy to capture those moments before they themselves dissipated in mere chimera. He purchased an executive dictaphone and a supply of microcassettes and began dictating his new novel, Alnilam, directly into the recorder, which his secretary, Fay, later transcribed for him (what is this but McGann's social text taken to its corporate extreme). As he explains in his very first recorded entry, "for every one idea I ever succeed in writing down in a notebook or on a scrap of paper or in the margin of a book or something of that sort, fifty or a hundred get away from me simply because I don't have the means of recording them as they occur to me . don't be alarmed if I go off afield chasing rabbits all over. because that is part of the method or non-method of working in this manner.7
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Similar fears over the loss of the creative moment prompted Jack Kerouac to fashion a continuous paper scroll so that he could type his Beat classic, On the Road, without even pausing to change the paper.
Reflected in each of these practices is a deep-seated anxiety over the loss of a fickle and elusive inspiration. When that inspiration falls silent-as it often does-others have been known to employ even more desperate measures. Yeats turned to his wife's exercises in automatic writing and James Merrill to the Ouija board. For the artist, the creative moment is to be tended, pampered, and, if necessary, cajoled. Yet, quality to its source, we find it rests, in Hughes's mind, in the trace the manuscript offers of that original creative moment. "The first drafts in hand," he writes, "are astonishing documents of inspiration." 28 This subject was a compulsive one for Ted Hughes, and a few years after the sale of Plath's own papers to Smith, he returned to it in an extended essay he composed on the manuscripts of Plath's late poem "Sheep in Fog." The essay is notable in a number of respects, but primarily for its description of three types of poetic composition, three degrees really of poetic inspiration. 29 In the first, the poem springs complete from its initial inspiration. As Hughes puts it, "the poem seems to write itself, and takes the poet completely by surprise, as if he had no idea where it came from. Once here, it cannot be altered." 30 In the second instance "the poem can half rise" and the poet "struggles to help it, offering it words, images, anything from his bag of tricks, trying to anticipate it and take its slightest suggestions from the bits that have appeared." 31 In the third, the initial inspiration offers the poet no more than an odd phrase or line, and the poet "goes after it" with deliberate skill. "The final work can often carry a strong poetic charge, it may well be rhetorically powerful and carry striking phrases, lines, One could subject this document to any number of reading practices, yet we read very poorly indeed if we fail to acknowledge its pain and its power.
Those of us who value such records of the lived life come back to the 33. Untitled ("So here I sit composing futile poetry "), Ted Hughes papers, Special Collections Division, Robert W. Woodruff Library, Emory University, Atlanta.
literary artifact time and time again not simply for evidence, valuable though that may be. We also come to the archive, I believe, to feel the heat of those flames. As the cultural critic and philosopher Walter Benjamin reminds us, the material artifact draws its authority and its power from its presence in time and place. "The authenticity of a thing is the essence of all that is transmissible from its beginning, ranging from its substantive duration to its testimony to the history which it has experienced."
34 Put most simply, the literary artifact satisfies a desire to touch and to hold.
"Whoever touches this," Whitman once wrote, "touches a man." Yes, the literary artifact draws its power not simply from a poetics, but also from an erotics that we have not always fully acknowledged or expressed.
It is no coincidence that the late-nineteenth-century vogue of the autograph coincided with an explosion in print culture, nor should we be surprised to find at the end of the twentieth century a similar craving for the authentic expressed in initiatives such as the MLA's 1995 "Statement on the Significance of Primary Records" or in the more recent Council of Library and Information Resources's draft report, circulating now, "The Evidence in
Hand." As Mark Slouka has put it, ours is a culture that gets nothing firsthand, and that very feature of our contemporary life has contributed to widespread anxiety over our own professional practices and to a self-examination of the work we are engaged in.
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What seems clear to me, however, is that we have not outlived the very fundamental need for a direct and unmediated experience of our past.
The literary manuscript may, indeed, be adapted to a wide range of scholarly practices, or it may simply let us, for a moment, hold that which cannot be held, touch that which is beyond our reach, feel that which is past all feeling. 
